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Odysseus' patient heart was filled with happiness as he lis-
tened, and he raised his voice in prayer:

(0 Father Zeus, grant that Alcinous may accomplish all that
he has promised. His fame would never die wherever mankind
till the soil, and I should come again to the land of my fathers.5

While they were conversing, white-armed Arete gave her
maids instructions to put a bedstead in the portico and to furnish
it with the finest purple rugs, spread sheets over these, and add

-warm blankets on top for covering. The servants, torch in hand,
went out of the hall and busied themselves at this task. When
they had spread the things on the well-made bedstead, they
.came up to Odysseus and invited him to retire. 'Up, sir, and
come/ they said, Tor your bed is made/ And he realized then
how glad he would be to get to sleep.

So the good Odysseus, after all his troubles, slept there in the
echoing portico on a wooden bedstead, while Alcinous lay
down for the night in his room at the back of the high building
with his consort, who made and shared his bed.